CHAPTER 292 


May 30, 2014 


“Crap... Anyone got any change?” 


The car had come to an unplanned stop just near the edge of town, a combination 
of exhaustion taking it’s toll on Justin from the long drive and a lack of gas in the 
tank bringing them to a gas station on the side of the road. Justin was a tad bit wary 
about gas stations these days ever since what happened last time, but he knew 
what he was getting into when he bought a car, so he was just gonna have to suck 
it up and realize that not every gas station was secretly the home of a demigod 
trying to destroy the world. Most everyone got out of the car to stretch their legs 
and maybe grab a bag of chips. Everyone except Yosuke that is. Mind you, it wasn’t 
that Justin didn’t WANT to let him out of the trunk, again, as humorous as it was, but 
rather, a guy jumping out of someone’s trunk, especially after a recent terrorist 
attack, was not exactly a good idea. Yosuke wasn’t too happy about that either, but 
they were able to get him to shut up by promising to get him some soda and some 
chips from the convenience store while they were at it. 


Right now Justin was trying to fill his tank up, only to find he was running a bit short 
on cash and had rather inconveniently left his credit card behind during their 
escape. He didn’t really think about his money after all, all he was concerned about 
was getting out of there while they still had time. You would have thought he’d just 
carry that around in his wallet with all the rest of his money, but he had been 
making an online purchase and had forgotten to return the card to its proper slot in 
his wallet. He had nothing but the money in his pockets to go off of, and alas, he 
had pretty much just scraped the bottom of the barrel. He really wished he would 
have known that before everyone ran inside to grab some snacks, as if this were 
some kind of road-trip. Luckily enough for him, Maya opted to stay by the car, 
probably because she didn’t want to sit in the middle like that again and figured if 
she stuck close she could get a seat quicker, probably because leaving her 
boyfriend in the trunk, regardless of intention, didn’t exactly make her feel all warm 
and fuzzy on the inside. Though more importantly, she just felt sick to her stomach 
and didn’t want to look at a single ounce of food in that store. 


“Here, I’ve got some...” She reached onto the pockets of her jeans to pull out the 
small amount of money she tried to keep with her at all times. It was really like an 
allowance that Justin gave her, which made her feel like shit in the first place, but 
then when you consider that it was his money in the first place, she’d feel even 
worse holding on to it now that he had empty pockets. Justin didn’t really think 
twice to snatch the rest of the money from her hands and pay off the rest of his 
balance. Of course, he needed to go inside or find an attendant to pay for it, but it 
was nice to know he wasn’t gonna look like a poor guy when he went inside to pay 


for the tank he just filled. He looked up after finishing counting up the sum in his 
hands, a look of gratitude in his eyes, slowly fading away as he noticed just how 
sickly pale Maya was. Which mind you, was a pretty impressive feat when she was 
normally as white as a ghost. Her eyes were barely being held open, weary, tired; 
she looked as if she might collapse at any moment. 


“You're not looking so hot Maya. You alright?” He questioned, sticking his hand out 
to try and feel her forehead for a fever. Alas, Maya just swatted his hand away; she 
didn’t want to be treated like a bed-ridden infant. She just didn’t have the emotional 
stability for all of this, none of them did; so couple the stress of the bombshell 
yesterday, what they left behind, what they needed to do, with the fact she was 
already pretty sick from the stress of her everyday life, and you had a girl who 
looked like she was on her deathbed. Everything just magnified her illness to great 
extent, and it looked like she was finally starting to cave in. Mind you, she wasn’t 
going to die or anything; what she had was a fever and a cold at most... But damn, 
it was one really bad cold. 


“I’m fine, | just...” She paused for a moment before allowing herself to fall back and 
sit on the hood of the car, legs swinging back and forth, face resting in the palm of 
her hands as if she were trying to wipe shit from her eyes with the tips of her 
fingers. “/ wasn’t ready for this.” She sighed after a moment. 


“None of us were.” Justin pointed out. How could they be? The only one who MIGHT 
have seen this coming was Yu, since he was investigating this all behind their 
backs, but Justin was sure he knew Yu will enough to say he wouldn’t keep a 
terrorist attack in the dark like that, especially one in their hometown with all of 
their friends and family. He would help them, not ignore them dammit. That was 
beside the point though; the point was quite simply no one could prepare for this, 
and it was taking their toll on them all. 


“We should have been though... Dammit, | knew something wasn’t right with that 
P1-Grand Prix bullshit. We should have looked into it.” Maya went on and on, ona 
tirade of self blame for what had happened in Inaba. She felt like they should have 
seen this coming, that they should have done something to prevent this. But no, 
they just let the Shadow Operatives take care of it all. Now look where they were. 
Justin’s body grew stiff for a moment, save the gradual bobbing of his head up and 
down with agreement. Yeah... Yeah she was right. They should have done 
something. But Justin was too short-sighted to realize that this went far beyond the 
Investigation Team; this affected everyone. And he pretty much told everyone to 
fuck off so that he and his friends could feel safe. How foolish he was. | guess Yu 
was right all along, as much as Justin hated to admit he was wrong about pretty 
much anything, let alone something on this scale. 


“We can’t beat ourselves up over what we could have done. Just what we can do.” 
Justin tried to shift the blame ever so slightly, refusing to own up that the others 


didn’t get involved in this because of HIM. He would take that secret to the grave if 
he had to if purely because of the shame that ran through his blood knowing he 
could have prevented this. Partially because he knew that the guilt was literally 
killing Maya; she was letting it get into her system and infect her like a virus. They 
needed her at top health after all, but that took second precedence in Justin’s mind 
to the instinctual concern over a sibling in pain. 


“What exactly CAN we do?” Maya interrupted. Look, they didn’t know everything, 
she understood that. But what could they be expected to do? They didn’t even know 
if they were gonna be able to get into the city, cops or no. After all, it could very 
well be that the fog in question was NOT the same fog from the television world and 
infact very deadly gas. Then they’d be marching into a death trap. They didn’t know 
this stuff; it was impossible to claim they could even make a difference. After all, 
what could they be expected to do once they got inside? Look around and say ‘yep, 
thems some dead bodies alright’? Justin shook his head, swallowing hard. Why did 
she have to ask all the hard questions? The questions he couldn’t give her the 
answers to but still worked their way deep down into the bottom of his gut. The 
questions that shook his faith and confidence. 


“Let’s... not get ahead of ourselves. We'll figure all of that out once we’re inside the 
town.” Justin sidestepped the question, conveniently ignoring the fact that getting 
into Inaba was going to take a miracle on its own. | guess he was hoping he could 
just drive into the city and catch everyone off guard. After all, it wasn’t like they 
were gonna get followed in... Though... probably wouldn’t look good for the cops to 
see them barging through a crime scene for a terrorist attack. But then, they were 
also already being labeled as terrorists despite having no involvement, so | guess 
they couldn’t stop much lower than they already had. 


“Back. Tank full?” Yu called out to Justin, the rest of the group following behind him, 
chips and crap in their hands. You would think they wouldn’t really have an appetite 
when they were fleeing from the law and trying to stop some wide-scale terrorist 
scheme, but hey, guess they were gonna have to eat eventually. As long as 
someone got Justin a slushie, he wasn’t gonna complain. But somehow, he doubted 
they did. He nodded a bit before sighing and turning to make his way to the 
convenience store to pay for the gas. Yu was a little off-put by his silence, but he 
was willing to let it go since everyone was rather stressed out about this; hell that 
was obvious just looking at Maya’s face... 


Of course, looking at Maya’s face eventually ended in a bit of a stare-off, her fingers 
fidgeting slightly from her side. Oh Yu knew exactly what she was planning. You 
see, the way they were all seated, if Maya got in first, he would be the one to lose 
his seat. She looked him dead in the eye for one more moment before quickly trying 
to open the door to jump in. Alas, Yu was a slippery one, and as soon as she opened 
the door he managed to duck under her arm and dive in himself for a seat, a big 


smirk on his face. Maya raised her eyebrow with curiosity at him as he readjusted 
himself, happy to have the seat. 


“You... realize that you would have gotten the second seat without cutting in front 
of me, right?” 


“Oh... Yeah, sure | knew that.” Yu passed it off. He kind of forgot seating order 
didn’t really matter much when it was a matter of making a bumrush to the car to 
get in first. She rolled her eyes before scotching in, happy to get the middle seat. 
Yukiko slipped into the last seat... Then a thought occurred to Maya. Chie was 
obviously going to sit up front, since Justin was driving and he rather enjoyed her 
company up there, which meant the last person to take a seat would be Junpei. And 
he was gonna have to take advantage of the space in the middle. He peered he 
head into the car, a little caught off guard at first, but he certainly made no 
objections, just shrugging it off before sliding in and taking his place upon Maya’s 
lap. She immediately started making faces of disgust and whimpering slightly. She 
would have preferred pretty much anyone ELSE on her lap. And then she realized 
the reason Yu was diving for the end seat was specifically to avoid this. Yosuke was 
peering from behind the backseats, somewhat aggravated by how genuinely 
disgusted Maya was with Junpei. He would have called him out on it, but since he 
realized they kind of HAD to do it, he didn’t have much defense against this motion. 


“So... You guys got me some Melon Soda, right?” A couple of confused looks from 
the back before an expression of shocking revelation spread from person to person. 
It didn’t take a genius to realize they had completely forgotten to get what he 
wanted. “S-Seriously!?” 


“I’m sorry. I-l can just go grab some now if you'd like.” Yukiko spoke up. She could 
get in and out easily, so it would be no skin off her bones to slip out and grab 
something for him. Plus it would have the added benefit of leaving an open seat for 
Junpei to move to and get off Yosuke’s girlfriend’s lap. Alas, Yosuke had too much 
pride to take the smart strategic opening. 


“Forget it.” He sighed, shaking his head with disappointment. 


“Everyone got everything?” The sound of Justin’s voice rang through the car as he 
opened up the driver’s side door. Yosuke cleared his throat a little bit, ready to 
voice his irritation on the matter out loud. It wasn’t about the soda, it was about 
how they had forgotten all about him when he had to sit in the fucking trunk. He 
deserved their attention at the very least. Alas, Yosuke forgot one very simple rule: 
He was speaking to Justin right now, and any and all complaints would be met with 
about the same reaction. 


“No, actually I-“ 


“Perfect, let’s go.” 


